The Axe of God
Ago:              You are doomed!
Whelmed beyond retrieve! Demented, amiss,
Short-sighted cripples of Seignaloor Ha! Ha!
Womenfolk come there: Susi, Gomati, Sarada.
Gomati:          Susi, look, how nice it is
To see these cattle, The beating of drums, These urchins running. What hilarity!
Susi:              We don't see many this year.
Half a number is here. The boy is to blame. He has, it seems, Lifted the heart and soul of kine.
Sarada:          You speak of Vicchu?
Gomati:          Unearned gift!
All cows at his touch Pour milk aplenty From uberous udders.
Susi:              The highest good is bestowed on the land
This land of Ksheerasagara...
Sarada:          That was once churned
And venom well'd up. And our Siva had it Pent up in His throat; And hence the blue sea Turned properly white!
Susi:              The sea pays back
For his serious lack. Milk everywhere in profusion Spilling, splashing, spraying And cascading; the soil is Awash with a fervour And radiance, milk-whilte Outlustred by the milk of kindness, Milk of kine-ness!e?hour
